MR.  FISK'S  SAD END
With wonderful self-control he asked, as the clothing was being cut from his stricken body: " Is this tbe end of me; am I going to die, doctor? "
And when the man addressed made an evasive and soothing answer, that his hopeless eyes contradicted James Fisk testily continued: "I want to know the truth!" Then, more gently: "I'm not afraid to die, doctor, but / am afraid of leaving things all at sixes and sevens! This is the end of me, isn't it? Well, do what
you can, and, George, send for ------and for ------ [his
lawyers], and I will do what I can. When can Lucy get here? "
And so he quickly and calmly made all possible use of his ebbing strength — of the flying moments — disproving at least one charge, that of cowardice.    He was dying, and crowds were waiting about the hotel where he lay, hungry for any morsel of news from the victim's bedside.   That was the situation as I went to the theatre. I dressed and went through one act, then, as I came upon the stage in the second act, I faced Mr. Fisk's private box.   I glanced casually at it, and stopped stock-still, the words dying on my lips.   A shiver ran over me — someone had entered the box since the first act and had lowered the heavy red curtains and drawn them close together. No one could fail to understand.    The flood of light, the waves of music reached to the edge of the box only — within were silence, darkness!    The laughing owner would enter there no more, forever!
With swelling throat I stood looking up. Another actor entered, saw the direction of my eyes, followed it, and next moment tears were on his cheeks. Then people in the house, noticing our distress, glanced m that same direction, and here and there a man rose and slipped out. Here and there a handkerchief was pressed to a face for without a word being spoken all knew, by the blank, closed box, that Mr. Fisk was dead.
I never knew a more trying evening for actors, for all knew him well — liked him and grieved for bun. I was